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If the husbands vanished, and left no tracks,
Would the wives have cause for sorrow, I wot ?

Thora

How well I remember that dreary ride >,

How I sighed for the lands of ice and snow,
In the trackless wastes of the desert wide,

With the sun o'erhead and the sand below;
'Neath the scanty shades of the feathery palms,

How I sighed for the forest of sheltering firs,
Whose shadows environed the Danish farms

Where I sang and sported in childish years.
On the fourteenth day of our pilgrimage

We stayed at the foot of a sandhill high;
Our fevered thirst we could scarce assuage

At the brackish well that was nearly dry;

And the hot sun rose, and the hot sun set,

And we rode all the day through a desert land,
And we camped where the lake and the river met,

On sedge and shingle and shining sand:
Enfolded in Hugo's cloak I slept,

Or watched the stars while I lay awake ;
And close to our feet the staghound crept,

And the horses were grazing beside the lake;
Now we own castles and serving-men,

Lands and revenues.   What of that ?
Hugo the Norman was kinder then,

And happier was Thora of Armorat.

Elspeth

Nay, I warned thee with Norman sails unfurled
Above our heads, when we wished thee joy,

That men are the same all over the world;
They will worship only the newest toy;

Yet Hugo is kind and constant too,
Though somewhat given to studies of late;